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barking monotone with an occasional reference to his notes.
About half the students were writing rapidly, others paid him the
compliment of listening to what he said, still others yawned,
whispered, squirmed, looked bored. I recall none of his lecture
other than a general impression that he was talking about what
might happen to a woman after she had a baby. In an interminable
hour the class was dismissed.
"Now, what does Cartyra mean when he says you've been read-
ing medicine for the past year or so?" We were back in the dean's
office, where he had lighted a cigar and was puffing it with relish.
"Well, I used to have a friend, a doctor who wanted me to
study medicine. He said everyone ought to know the history of his
trade, so he started me reading medical history. Later I read
Galen, Hippocrates, Ambroise Pare, several others."
"The devil!" He rolled his good eye, remarking something to
the effect that my medical friend had the right idea. The ancients
should indeed be read by all students, he said, as examples of close
observation and clear deductive reasoning.
He stated that the school of medicine had raised its entrance
requirements the year before. No one having had less than one
year of university training, or its equivalent, could now be
accepted: the equivalent being ability to pass an examination in
first-year university studies. Among these I recall algebra, botany,
chemistry, physics, Latin, English, and French or German. He
thought my half-forgotten French would suffice and my Spanish
would simplify Latin. English could probably be taken for
granted where one read and spoke it intelligibly. But the rules in
respect to the others were imperative. He looked at me inquiringly,
"This," I thought, "lets me out of it," A clammy moisture oozed
from my brow while I confessed having had two years in grade
schools, one in high and none in college. He asked me what private
schools I had attended. None? Well, he had always held that good
home training and a competent tutor had not yet been surpassed
by any system of public education. Fortunately, he went ao forther
in this and asked for no credentials; he evidently assumed that
anyone recommended by Cartyra had some sort of educational
background.
Had I known the disadvantages in being overrated I would
not have invested in my first made-to-measure suit of clothes
before leaving New York, and in Boston I would not have taken
a room at the Parker House. In that event I might very likely